Cosima's eyes were so like her own mother's eyes?eyes that had once gazed upon her with delight?that the certitude she had once been loved, and deeply, was hers each time she opened the little box. And, no matter how miserable she was, how tattered, the image always showed a girl combed and scrubbed, and wearing a precious lace shawl draped and pinned in such a way that one could not see it was full of holes.
Cosima's face is illumined by the moon of a solitary pearl?although, gazing at it now, I could say that it is the pearl that is illumined by Cosima's beautiful face! (Yes! The image exists: catalog #444.) Clearly, the photog rapher had not stolen his subject's soul, but instead, secured it?a tangible kernel of shadow and light.
